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My Wife is flippcric ? If thou wilt confeffe. 

Or clfe be impudently negatiue, 

To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,Ror Thought,then fay 
My Wife’s a Holy-Horfe,defcruesaName 
As rankc as any Flax-Wcnchjthac puts to 
Before her troth-plight: fay’t,and iuftify t. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to heare 
My Soueraigne Miftreflc clouded io,vvithout 
My prefent vengeance taken: ’(brew my heart, 

\ ou neucr fpoke what did become you IcfTe 
Then this; which to reiterate,were lin 
As deepe as that,though true. 

Leo m Is whiipering nothing ? 

Is leaning Cheeke to Chctke? is meatingNofes ? 
Kiffmg with in-fidc Lip? flopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter,wirha figb? (a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honcftic) horfing foot on foot# 

Skulking in corners?ivifhing Clocks more fwift ? 
Houres,Minutes? Noone,Mid-night f and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web,but theirs; theirs onely. 
That would vnfeene be wickedsIs this nothing? 

Why then the World,and all that’s in’c,is nothing, 

The couering Skie is nothing, Tiohemia nothing, 

My Wife is nothing,nor Nothing haue thel'e Nothings, 
If this be nothing. * 

Cam. Good my Lord,be cur'd 
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes. 

For *cis moft dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be,'tis true. 

Cam. No,no,my Lord. 

Leo. It is: you lye,you lye: 

I fay thou Iyelt Camillo^nd 1 hate thee, 

Pronounce thee a grofic Lowt,a mindleflfc SIsuc, 

Or clfe ahouering Temporizer,that 
Canft with thine eyes at once lee good and euiil, 
Inclining to them both: were my Wiues Liner 
Infc<5tcd (as her life) flic would not line 
The running of oneGlafle, 

Cams Who do’s infect her # 

Leo. Why he that weares her like her Medull,hangin<> 
About his neck (^Bohemia) who,if J 
Had Scruants true about me,that bare eyes 
To ice alike mine Honor.as their profits, 

(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which fhoulc] vndoe more doing : I,and thou 
His Cup-bearer,whom I from meaner forme 
Haue Bench'd,and rear’d to Wor(hip,who mav’ft fee 

I Plainely,as Heatien fees Earth and Earth fcesHeauen, 
How I am gall’d,mighc’ft be-fpice a Cup, 

To giue mine Enemy a hfting Winkc: 

Which Draught to me,were cordial!. 

Cam . Sir (my Lord) 

I could doe this, and that with no rafh Potion, 

But with a lingring Dram,that fhould not worke 
Ma!icioufly,likc Poyfon : But I cannot 
| Beleeue this Crack to be in my dread Miftreflc 
(So foueraignely being Honorable.) 

I haue lou’d thee, 

Leo Make that thy queftion,and goerot: 

Do’fi chinhe I am fo muddy, fo vnfetlcd. 

To appoint my felfe in this vexation? 

Sully the puricie and whitencfle of my Sheetes 
(Which to prefeme,is Slccpc; which being fpotted, 

J 1$ Goades,Thornes Nettles,Tayles of Wafpes) 

| Giuc Icandall to the blood o’th’ Prince,my Sonne, 
f (Who I doe thinkeis mine,and loue as mine) 
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Without ripemouing to’c ? Would I doethis-'"' 
Could man fo blench i 

Cam. Injuft beleeueyou(Sir) 

I doe, and will fetch off 'Bohemia fot’t: 
Prouided.that when hee’s remou’d.your Hiel 
Will take againe your Queenc,as yours at 
Eiten for your Sonne* fake,and thereby f orI « V 
The Iniuric ofTongucs,in Courts and Kino^ 3 ° 
Knownc,and ally’d to yours. bdon ' ts 

Leo. Thou do’ft aduife me, 

Euen fo as I mine owne courfc haue fet dow nc . 

He giuc no blcmifh to her Honor,none. 

Cam. My Lord, 

Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Fricndfliip weares at Fcafts.keepe with Boh 
And with your Queenc: lam his Cup-bcarer 
If from me he haue wholefome Bcuerid»e ’ 
Account me not your Seruant, 

Leo. This is all: 

Do’t,and thou haft the onehalfe of my heart ■ 

Do t not,thou fplitt’ft thine owne, * 

Cam. lie do’t, my Lord. 

Leo.l wil feeme friendly,as thou haft aduis’dme i 
Cam. O mifcrablc Lady. But for me, * 

What cafe ftand I inf I muft be thepoyfoncr 
Of good Polixencs ,and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience toaMafter; one, 

Who in Rebellion with himfclfe.will haue 
All that are his, fo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followes: If I could find example 
Of thoufand’s that had ftruck anoynted Kino* 

And flourifli’d after, Il’d not do’t: But fince° * 

Nor Br 2 (Te,nor Stone,nor Parchment beares not one 
Let Villanie it felfe forfwcat’t. I muft 
Forfake the Court: to do’t,or no,is certaine 
To me a breake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter Poiixenes ,' 

Pol. Thisisftrange: Methinkes 
My fauor here begins to warpe. Not fpeake? 

Good day CamiHo. 

Cam. Hayle rood Royall Sir. 

Pol. What is theNcwcs i’th'Court? 

Cam. None rare (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 

As he had loft fome Prouince,and a Region 
Lou d, as he loucs himfclfe: eucn now I met him 
With cuftomariecomplementjWhcn bee 
Wafting his eyes to th’ contrary,and falling 
A Lippe of much contempt,fpeedes from me.and 
So leaues me,to confider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners, 

Cam. I dare not know (my Lord.) 

Pol. How,dare notPdoe not?doe you know,and dare no 
Be intelligent to me,’tis thereabouts: 

For to your felfe,what you doe know,you muft, 

And cannot iay,you dare not. Good CamiHo, 

Your chang’d complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which fhewes me mine chang’d toorforl muftfac 
A partie in this alteration,finding 
My felfe thus alter'd with’c. 

Cam. There is a fickneffc 
Which puts fome of vs in diftemper,but 
I cannot name the Difeafe,and it is caught 
Of you,that yet are well, 

Pol. How caught of me? 

Make me not lighted like the Bafilifquc. 
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, Y.j on thoufands.who haue fped the better 
* , f ... none io : Camille* 


Ibaue . but kill'd none fo: Camille, 

BY my tc & .,-rajneIy a Gentleman,thereto 

ben our Prrmu Noble Namn, 

° UI r fucceflewc are gentle: I befeechyou, 
j n whole which do * $ behouc roy knowledge, 

lfy° * l * ‘ k f "obc inform’d,imprifont not 

Th£ n orantconcealement. 

' nl | n t may not anfwere. 

nT A Sicknefle caught of me,and yet I well ? 

Im ir. thee by all the parts of man, 

lc ° nl . Honor do’s acknowledge,whereof the leaft 

K, inridcncic chou do’ll gheffr of harmc 
. Line toward me*, how farre oft, how neere, 
KS.obeprc-rn.cd.if.obr: 

If not.how beft to bearc it. 

Cam. Sir.lwili tcllyou, 

Cince 1 am charg’d in Honor,and by him 
rh I ihwkc Honorablc:tbcrcforc markc my counlailc. 
Which muftbeeu’n as fwiftly followcd,as 
j meane to vtter it; or both your felfe,and me. 

Cry loft,and fo good night, 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed him to number you. 
pel. Bywh om,Cam;tlo> 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what# 

Cam. He thinkes^nay with all confidence be fweares, 
As he had fcen’t,or beene an Inftrumcnc 
Toviceyou to’t,that you haue toucht his Qucenc 
Forbiddcnly. 

Pol. Oh then 5 my beft blood turne 
To an infefted Gelly,and my Name 
Be yoak’d withhis,chat did betray the Beft: 

Turne then my frefheft Reputation to 
Afauour,ihat may ftrikcthcdulleft Nofthrill 
Where I arriuc,and my approcb be ftiun’d. 

Nay hated too,worle then thegreat’ft Infcdlion 
That ere was heard,or read. 

Cam. Svveare his thought ouer 
Eyeach particular Starre in Heaucn, and 
Byall their Influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 

As (or by Oath) remoue,or(Counfaile)ft>ake 
TheFabrickof his Folly,whofc foundation 
Ispyl’d vpon his Faith,and will continue 
The (landing of his Body. 

Pol. How fhould this grow ? 

Cam. I know not: but I am fureVts fafer to 
Auoid what’s growne,then queftion how’tis borne. 

If therefore you dare truft my honeftie, 

That lyes enclofed in this Trunkc. which you 
Shall bearc along impawnd^way to Night, 

Your Followers I will wbifper to the Bufineflc, 

And will by twoes,and threes,at fcuerall Pofternes, 

Cleare them o’th’ Citie: For my felfe,lie put 
Wy fortunes to your feruicc(which are here 
thisdifeouerie loft.) Be not vncertainc, 

^or by the honor of my Parents, I 

Haue vttred Truth: whichif ycu fccke toproue, 

I dare not ftand by; nor fliall you be fafer. 

Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth: 

Thereon his Execution fworne. 


Pot. I doe beleeue thee: 

I faw his heart in’s face.Giueme thy hand. 

Be Pilot to mc,and thy places (ball 

Still neighbour mine- My Ships arc ready, and 

My people did expe& my hence departure 

Two dayes agoe. This Iealoufie 

Is for a precious Creature: as (bee s rare, 

Muft it be great; and,as his Perfon s mightie, 

Muft it be violent: and,as he do s edneeiue. 

He is dirtionor’d by a man,which cucr 

Profcfs’d to him: why bisReuengcs muft 

In that be made more bitter. Fcarc orc-(hades me: 

Good Expedition be my friend,and comfort 

The gracious Queene,part of his Thcame;but nothing 

Of his ill-ta’ne luipition. Come CamiUo y 

I will refpe# thee as a Father,if 

Thou bear’ft my life ofi^hence: Let vs auoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authorise to command 
The Keyes of all the Pofternes: Pleafe your Highncfle 
To take the vrgent houre. Come Si^away. Exeunt. 


tpJSus Secundus. Scena Trima. 


Enter Hermione,Mamillitu,Ladies: Leentes, 

A ntigmtee, L ords. 

Her. Take the Boy co you: he fo troubles me, 

’Tis part enduring. 

Ladj. Come (my gracious Lord) 

Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No,llenoneofyou. 

Lady. Why (my fweetLord?) 

Mam. You’le kifle me hard,and fpeake to mc,as jf 

I were a Baby dill. I loue you better, 
a. Lady . And why fo(my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for becaufe 

Your Browes are bbeker (yet black-browes they fay 
Become fome Women beft,fo that there be not 
Too much haire there,but in a Cemicircle, 

Or ahalfc-Moone,made with a Pen.) 
a .Lady. Who taught’this? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now. 
What colour are your eye-browes ? 

Lady. Blew(my Ltord.) 

Mam. Nay,that’s a mock: I haue feene a Ladies Nofe 
That ha’s beenc blew,but not her eye-browes. 

Lady. Harkcye, 

The Queene(yourMother)rounds apace: we fhall 

Prefenc our feruices to a fine new Prince 

One of thefe dayes,and then youl’d wanton with vs. 

If we would haue you. 

z. Lady. Sheisfpread of late 
Into a goodly Bulke(good time encounter her,) 
her. Whatwifdome ftirs amongft you?ComcSir,novv 
I am for you againe: ’Pray you fit by vs. 

And toll’s a Tale. 

Mam. Merry,or fad, fhal’t be i 
Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad Talc’s beft for Winter: 

I haufone of Sprights,and Goblins. 

Her. Let’s haueithac (good Sir.) 

Come-on,fic downe,come-on,and doe your beft, 

To fright me with your Sprights:you’re powrefull at it. 










































































